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JANET'S MILK: THE NEXT GENERATION 
SPRING BREAK ADVENTURE 


The sun beat down on the lustrous body of the airplane as it coasted 
onto the tarmac. It sat there for a few minutes until a jetway was rolled up 
to the passenger door. The door swung open hard, as if in impatience, as if 
it was in a rush. It wasn’t, but the people on the plane were. They were in 
a rush to start their vacations. 

The first foot to step onto the landing of the jetway belonged to a 
long shapely leg. Pale and firm, the leg seemingly went on forever. They 
finally ended at a taut, pert bottom. 

Erica stepped onto the jetway and basked in the sun. Putting both 
arms behind her, she arched her back, stretching out the kinks of her flight. 
Her stretches made her large breasts jut out obscenely and almost tear 
through the shirt she had on. The shirt was a white, dressy number that 
belonged to her boyfriend, Jack. She didn’t have the shirt buttoned. Instead, 
it cradled her massive melons because of the knot she had tied underneath 
her breasts. Wearing the shirt that way also enabled her to show off her 
toned and alabaster stomach. 

She stretched her arms out to the side and let out a sexy little sigh. 
Warm, humid Mexican air flowed through her nostrils as she hungrily 
sucked it in. 

She was finally here! Spring Break! Tequila! The Beach! Boys in 
speedos! Rest and relaxation! Lazily, she practically floated down the 
staircase to the tarmac. 

With her last step, she jumped onto the tarmac. The movement 
caused her bosom to wobble. Turning around, she looked for Jack. He 
was right behind her with their carry-on luggage supported on both his 
broad shoulders. His chiseled features were partially obscured by a pair of 
Foster Grants that he had on to shade his eyes from the harsh sunlight. 
Erica had a matching pair. She reached down into her cavernous cleavage 
and pulled them out. She perched them precariously on her nose and peered 
over the top, leering at Jack with a lustful gleam in her eyes. 

Jack noticed the look in Erica’s eyes. He couldn’t believe it! Not 
even an hour and a half ago, he and Erica had joined the "mile high club." 
Erica was so excited about Spring Break that she was ravenous for sex. 
On the plane, she couldn’t control herself. She had almost had to drag him 
to the bathroom and ravage him. He was reluctant at first, but all it took 
was Erica increasing the size of her bosom just a bit before he was nipping 
at her heels. Normally, Erica didn’t have to ask twice for sex. Hell, 
sometimes she didn’t have to ask at all, Jack just took her. Jack was leery 
about joining the "mile high club"though because he didn’t want the two 
of them to get stuck in the bathroom.. That would be embarrassing! It was 
a tight fit in the bathroom. Erica was 6’ tall, and Jack was 6°5". With 











Erica’s currently 42" bosom and Jack’s mighty 13" prong, it was hard to get the 5 of 
them in a tiny airplane bathroom. They managed it though. 

A chorus of muffled screams, yells, and obscenities had poured from the locked 
bathroom. One of the stewardesses stopped in front of the door and started to knock to 
make sure everything was ok. Just as her fist was raised, she noticed something seeping 
out from under the door. Was that milk? She blushed, thought better about knocking, 
and walked away. 

Fifteen minutes later, Jack and Erica exited the bathroom. The smell of milk 
and sex wafted throughout the plane. All over the plane, people who had reached 
puberty and beyond were overcome by the smell. Men started getting boners; women 
began moistening their panties. 

Making their way back to their seats, Erica juggled her gigantic chest around 
to get into the cups that she had formed out of Jack’s shirt. Erica was wearing Jack’s 
shirt because hers had gotten ruined during their lovemaking. Erica’s milk had 
completely soaked it so she just threw it away. She borrowed Jack’s and left him in 
just a T-shirt. She had knotted it under her pendulous knockers and sashayed out of 
the bathroom. 

After they got back to their seats, Erica pulled out a compact in order to fix 
her hair. "Oops,"she said and blushed. 

A gob of white, sticky cum dangled from the corner of her mouth. Looking 
lasciviously at Jack, she gathered the remaining cum on her pinky finger and ran it 
along her tongue. Erica winked at him. His cock, which he thought Erica had milked 
dry, twitched in his pants. He smiled wantonly at her and whispered in her ear, "Just 
wait a little while, we’ ll be on the ground soon." As a follow-up, he blew lightly in her 
ear and along her neck. 

Erica shivered. The action sent ripples through her bountiful boobs and 
lightning bolts of desire to her pussy. She rubbed his crotch and replied, "Not soon 
enough." 

Ninety minutes later, they were on the tarmac of the airport in Cancun. Erica 
was practically skipping to the entrance to the airport terminal. Erica and Jack made 
their way down to luggage return. The whole way, Jack noticed how everyone, even 
women stared with lust at Erica. Her body truly was a miracle. She could control her 
breast size at will. Most women with that power would minimize their busts in order 
to not receive so much attention from men. Erica was just the opposite. She kept her 
bust at an enormous size and reveled in the attention she got. 

Her breasts weren’t the only thing she could control. Erica could also produce 
copious amounts of milk with just a though. She often used the milk as part of their 
marathon fuck sessions. He loved it. She was also discovering that her mental 
manipulation of her body went beyond her breasts. She could increase the length, 
thickness, and sensitivity of just about every part of her body, including her pussy and 
clit. It seemed like Erica was built for sex. 

They didn’t wait long for their luggage. Jack saw it coming and grabbed it. Muscles 
bulged with exertion as he picked and carried the bags to the exit. Not far from the 
exit door stood a chauffeur. He was holding a sign that said "Callahan/St. James." 











Erica, not weighed down by luggage, got to the chauffeur first. She bounced on the 
soles of her feet in excitement and she said, "Hi, I’m Erica Callahan." 

The chauffeur stared in lust at Erica’s jouncing bosom. A small drop of drool 
formed at the corner of his mouth. Jack set the baggage down and the thudding sound 
shook the chauffer out of his reverie. He motioned to the door and said, "This way sir 
and madam. Don’t worry sir. [Pll get the bags." 

Jack took Erica’s arm in his and escorted her out of the airport. The chauffeur 
followed closely behind. This time, his eyes were glued to Erica’s heart-shaped ass 
tightly wrapped in a pair of denim cutoffs. The chauffeur wasn’t the only one who 
couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Standing right by the doors stood a greasy looking 
porter. While Erica looked like she was built for sex, he looked like the type who 
would take advantage of it. As usual, Erica barely noticed. 

Reaching the limo, Jack opened the rear door for Erica then got in right behind her 
as the chauffeur loaded the luggage in the trunk. He got in the driver’s seat, opened the 
connecting window and turned his head to speak. "You’re going to the Marriot, right?" 

Jack leaned forward and spoke to the driver. "That's right." 

The chauffeur maneuvered the car away from the curb. In the back, Erica bounced 
up and down on the seat. She ejaculated "These seats are really nice and soft! They 
have a lot of give too!" 

Jack smiled at Erica’s obvious excitement. He leaned forward to examine the small 
bar that was built in. While he was leaning forward, Erica scooted over on the seat so 
that when he sat back down, he sat right in her lap. He was jolted momentarily then 
leaned back into Erica’s copious bosom. She giggled, wrapped her arms around him, 
and started rubbing his crotch. 

Sliding out from under him with the grace of a ballerina, Erica slithered on the 
leather upholstery. A grin of wanton lust was painted across her face. She reached out 
with a long, tapered finger and grabbed hold of the hard, cold metal of Jack’s zipper. 
The crotch of Jack’s trousers was already visibly straining with the pressure of his 
mighty cock. Erica tugged hard and Jack’s dick sprung free. She licked her lips 
hungrily as if she hadn’t eaten in weeks. Jack thought about how happy he was that he 
started taking Vitamin E pills when he started dating Erica. Otherwise, he wasn’t sure 
he would have been able to keep up. 

Erica opened her luscious mouth, stretching her lips wide. She engulfed the 
head of his raging purple-headed penis. He groaned in ecstasy. Wafting softly in the 
air, Jack heard someone quietly clearing his throat. That was when he realized that the 
divider between the front and back of the limousine was down. The driver was able to 
see and hear everything that was going on. Jack could see the driver’s eyes in the 
mirror watching them. He threw the driver an arrogant smirk as if to say, "Don’t you 
wish you were back here?" 

Jack’s erection was practically pulsing with lust in Erica’s mouth. Erica ran 
her tongue along the shaft as her mouth moved toward Jack’s pelvis. More and more 
of Jack’s dong was engulfed. He could feel Erica’s breath steam out through her nose 
as she took more and more of his dick in her throat. She maneuvered it down her 
throat until finally, Erica’s nose nestled in Jack’s pubic hair. Erica’s tongue swung out 





from under Jack’s cock, escaped from her mouth, and starting bathing Jack’s 
bubbling balls with her saliva. Erica took a deep gasp of air, creating a 
vacuum sensation that practically caused Jack to boil over. Slowly, she 
withdrew his flesh pike from her throat. Her oral cavity slid up his penis 
until just the pulsing head was in her mouth. The mushroom shaped cap 
lounged on Erica’s tongue as if getting a steam bath. Jack knew he couldn't 
take much more of this. 

Erica could feel Jack’s thighs starting to shake against her gigantic 
bosom. The shaking started to reverberate through his entire body. Then, 
as if rigor mortis took over, Jack’s body froze - his mighty dick thrust up 
into Erica’s hungry mouth. He launched a wad of cum down her throat 
and into her stomach. Jack’s cock kept throbbing as load after load of cum 
was drained down Erica’s throat. Soon, the torrent of semen slowed to a 
trickle. Erica gulped it down eagerly. Jack withdrew his flaccid penis 
from her mouth. Erica leaned back in the seat and let out a self-satisfied 
sigh. The car jolted to a halt in the hotel parking lot. A groan escaped from 
the front seat. 

Erica and Jack both moved forward to check on the driver. Erica’s 
voluptuous pontoons bumped Jack out of the way. Leaning through the 
divider, Erica asked sweetly, "You OK up here?" 

Erica gasped in shock. The limo driver was leaning back in his 
seat with his pants down around his knees. Popping up from his pants was 
a bloated blue scrotum that was attached to an angry, hard, purple penis. 
His face was strained and red. Crimson veins were standing out on his 
temples and along his throat. A gasping whisper escaped from his lips, 
"Please help me!" 

Erica patted him on the shoulder. "Oh, you poor baby, you really 
need to cum don’t you?" 

Erica sat back on the seat, turned to Jack, and said, "This guy’s got 
the worst case of blue balls that I’ ve ever seen." 

Jack grinned wickedly at her. "What don’t you help him out then?" 

Erica returned his grin with a horny smirk and said, "I think I will." 

She squirmed back into the seat, settling in. Arching her back, she 
started to hum quietly. Jack noticed a shimmering underneath her shirt. 
Soon, the shirt started to billow as if being blown up. The shirt wasn’t 
being blown up, though. Erica was. Her breasts rippled and flowed as 
they expanded. The light shining into the car made her white breasts almost 
translucent. Jack wasn’t sure, but he could swear he heard the milk sloshing 
around in her breasts. The shirt couldn’t long hold her mammoth 
mammaries much longer. The knot in it fell apart as if faced with Alexander 
the Great. Her breasts stretched and crawled toward the divider. Her nipples 
decided to beat her tits to the partition and started to bloat and lengthen as 
well. Her breasts bumped up against the back of the front of the seat with 
a giant boing! Her nipples kept on going though. Milk started to leak from 
the mighty teats. 


The sight of Erica’s exploding bosom was getting Jack hard again. He 
started to rub his crotch with his giant hand. It was pushed away though. 
He looked down in excitement and saw Erica’s long, tapered fingers 
grasping his bloating dong. She started slowly stroking it. 

Meanwhile, her nipple was all the way in the front of the limo now. 
Turning, the limo driver greeted it and latched onto the erect stalk greedily. 
He drank deeply of the milk and felt its sweetness run down back of his 
throat and infuse his entire being with warmth. His erection started to 
grow bigger and thicker. He grabbed it in a white-knuckled grip in his fist 
and started to pump. The sound of suckling and the beating of meat soon 
joined together in a rhythmical symphony. Erica pumped the driver full 
of milk. She pumped Jack’s lump. The driver pumped his lump. At the 
crescendo of the sexual symphony, a great blast of cum shot out of Jack 
and the driver’s penises simultaneously. The driver shot his wad all over 
the inside of the windshield. Great globs of sticky cum ran down the 
window. Jack’s wad hit the back of the seat ruining the rich, leather 
upholstery. 

The driver kept on drinking deep of Erica’s engorged bosom. The wild 
stimulation sent Erica crashing into the throes of a forceful orgasm that 
sent her body shuddering. The tremors made her enormous breasts ripple 
with pleasure. The nipple shot out of the driver’s mouth with an audible 
pop. 

All three participants lolled back in their seats, contented. Erica 
closed her eyes, and concentrated. Soon, her breasts receded back to her 
chest. She left them a little bigger than before though. As she was tying a 
knot in Jack’s shirt to support her new, bigger mams, the driver turned and 
his head popped out from behind the front seat. A look of relieved 
satisfaction was pasted on his face. 

He gushed, "Thank you, oh, thank you so very much! I really 
needed the help you gave me! My wife doesn’t want to have anything to 
do with me, and I can’t visit a prostitute, and I thought I would never be 
able to..." 

Erica cut him off in mid-sentence. Her smile was sweet with just 
a touch of exhaustion. "I was just happy to help." 

The driver turned back around sheepishly. He buttoned his pants 
back up. He yelled back to them, "I'll get your bags out of the trunk and 
help get you checked in!" 

He leaped out of the car. Corralling his monster, Jack got ready to 
follow him. Then Jack turned to Erica and gave her a peck on the lips. 
"You ready for Spring Break to start?" 

She held the back of his head and pulled him in for a deeper kiss. 
"You betcha!"she exclaimed as she broke lip contact. 

They both got out of the car and the smell of sex wafted out after 
them. Jack took Erica’s arm and escorted her into the lobby of the hotel. 
Erica gasped as she walked in. It was gorgeous! Crystal chandeliers threw 








the room into a golden glow. Deep pile carpeting covered the floor. It 
made her feel like a floating goddess. They saw the driver loading the 
bags onto a luggage cart. He came up and dropped a key into Jack’s hand. 
"Here you go! You got the penthouse!" 

Jack took the keys and slid a fifty into his hand. "Thanks for all 
the help." 

"Oh, it was no trouble at all."He reached out for Erica and seized 
her in a big hug. Her boobs smashed against his chest and swelled up 
between the two of them. Squeezing her tight, he whispered in her ear, 
"Thank you so very much!" 

He let go of her and pranced out of the lobby. Erica and Jack just 
stared. Jack was the first to break the silence, "Well, there goes another 
man who's going to wish he could worship at the temple of Erica again", 
he said. 

A bellboy came up to them. He couldn't take his eyes off of Erica’s 
expansive melons. Speaking directly to them, he said, "TIl help you take 
your bags upstairs." 

Erica laughed. "Thank you very much." 

She and Jack turned and headed for the elevator. With the lack of 
her boobs from his vantage point, Erica could now feel the intense stare of 
the bellboy directly on her ass. She swayed her hips a bit just for the 
young man’s benefit. Hearing him groan in response, she giggled. They 
got to the elevator and entered it. Jack and Erica got on first, followed by 
the bellboy. While his back was to her, Erica surreptitiously moved closer 
to him and pressed her huge hooters into his back. She heard his erection 
bang off of the elevator door as the elevator started to rise. She winced as 
she heard him whimper. 

The sexual tension permeated the atmosphere of the elevator. It 
rode up with them all the way to the penthouse. The bellboy showed them 
to their room. Jack went to hand him the key to unlock the door and boy’s 
hand was shaking so bad that he dropped it. He bent over to pick it up and 
whacked himself in the face with his boner. Erica smothered her laughter 
and hid her smile with her delicate hand and long, tapered fingers. Hands 
still shaking, he managed to get the door open and the bags into the room. 
They followed behind him. Erica went over to the balcony and stared out 
at the view. Open in front of her in a lovely vista was the deep blue ocean. 
She sighed in contentment. 

The bellboy stood in the foyer of the room slightly stooped over. 
Jack stood in front of him rifling through his pockets. "I got a tip for you 
somewhere." 

Erica turned around to face them both with an evil grin on her 
face. "Don’t worry, hon, I got it." 

She reached under her brobdignagian bosom and cradled her breasts. 
Giving them a playful squeeze, she brushed her hand past the knot that was 
holding the shirt together. With an audible boing, her boobs surged free of 


the shirt and bounced on her chest. The bellboy goggled at her as she said 
his already hard cock almost burst through his uniform. He thrust his 
hands in front of his freed cock. She closed her eyes and rubbed the nipples 
slightly. Milk started to drip from her teats. A tremendous grunt echoed 
from the boy’s throat. Semen started to ooze through his fingers. Turning 
beet red, he rushed out of the room mumbling in embarrassment. Erica 
laughed. She said to Jack innocently, "Did I tip him too much?" 

Jack chuckled in response. "No, I think you gave him enough to last a 
lifetime." 

Shrugging the shirt the rest of the way off, she and Jack started to unpack. 
Erica didn’t get very far before she found her bikini. It was white as a 
dove. She decided she didn’t feel like finishing unpacking so she changed 
into her bikini, grabbed some oil, and went out onto the balcony. Jack 
followed her with his eyes that were filled with shock. Erica might has 
well have been wearing nothing. The color of her bikini made it practically 
sheer. Jack could see the blue veins of her massive mammaries through 
the material. The color, though, didn’t have anything to do with the size. 
Each cup of the bikini barely covered her dark pink areola. They certainly 
didn’t provide and lift or support to her breasts. They just bobbed around 
freely. Of course Erica was so gifted, she didn’t need the lift or the support. 

The bottom of the bikini was just as sheer. Of course, that didn’t matter 
with it either. It was a thong. The string on the back navigated its way 
across the crack of her tight, curvaceous fanny. The front didn’t leave 
much to the imagination either. One could easily see Erica’s juicy slit. 
Luckily, Erica kept her bikini zone nice and cleanly shaven. 

Jack stripped off his shirt, adjusted his swim trunks, and followed her 
out onto the balcony. Erica floated and finally came to a rest on a chaise 
lounge. She threw her hair back and her golden tresses were whipped 
behind her forming a halo around her head. She took her time putting the 
oil on. Covering every exposed inch in oil, she hummed to herself absent- 
mindedly. Soon, she glistened like the Hope Diamond. The whole time, 
she could feel Jack staring burn holes in her flesh, but she never gave him 
the satisfaction of returning his look. She finished rubbing the oil into her 
huge bazooms last and just as she finishing squeezing and massaging the 
oil into her tremendous cleavage, she peered up at Jack over the tops of her 
sunglasses. She cuddled her breasts under her arms and caused them to 
bulge. They shimmered like gigantic Christmas ornaments. 

Jack felt his member start to grow and pulse in his swim trunks. She let 
go of her breasts and lifted her hands toward him. Her mouth formed into 
a pout as she purred, "Jack, just look at my hands. They’re all slick with 
oil. Whatever am I going to do?" 

Just as she finished talking, Jack’s sausage popped up above the waist 
of his trunks. Its raspberry color matched the shade of his trunks. Erica 
turned to look at the ocean. She reached out an arm and patted the empty 
chaise lounge next to her. "Why don’t you enjoy the sun with me?" 








Jack sat down on the lounge chair and stretched his long, muscular 
body out. He inspected his bloated cock. It had turned a vivid shade of 
purple. Little did he know that Erica was ogling it out of the corner of her 
eye. Jack leaned back. Erica snaked her slick hand and caressed Jack’s 
plum cockhead. He moaned as she rubbed and massaged it, making it 
slippery with oil. Slowly and purposefully, Erica’s hand slid down Jack’s 
shaft. Her hand leisurely started stroking Jack’s dick. Up and down her 
hand moved frictionlessly. A moan of ecstasy escaped Jack’s lips. Erica 
joined him in his moaning as her other oil covered hand slid underneath 
her thong and parted her nether-lips. Synchronically, she rubbed her pussy 
and clit and his cock. She pumped his lump hard but steady. Whimpering, 
she could feel her masturbation starting to cultivate an orgasm. Jack wiggled 
as he moved his trunks down his leans hips to give his penis and her hand 
more room. His movement never slowed or stopped her jacking him off. 
She maintained a steady rhythm on his member, moving her slippery hand 
up and down. Her hand moved down to the root of his dick onto his balls, 
which started to tighten. His eyes closed as the spunk began its flow. It 
blasted out of his cock onto his thighs, the chair, and her hand. It even shot 
across and landed in Erica’s slick cleavage. As he shot his wad, Erica 
screamed in a self-inflicted orgasm. Her entire body shook as waves of 
pleasure broke over her supple form. She sighed in self-fulfillment when 
it was over. 

Studying her spunk covered hand, she slid her other hand out of her 
pussy. It was covered with her juices. She proceeded to wipe it onto her 
boobs. The pussy juice mingled with the oil and semen and made her 
breasts gleam all the more. She did the same thing with the extra spunk. 
After finishing the tit rubdown, she promptly fell asleep. Jack felt his eyes 
getting heavy as well. Soon, he joined in a soothing post-coital slumber. 

When Erica woke up, the sun was a large orange ball on the horizon. 
She sat up and stretched like a cat. Her breasts jostled with the movement 
and one boob popped free from the barely hanging on cups of her bikini. 
Looking over, she noticed Jack was gone. She got up and moved into the 
cool, darkness of the room. Passing by the mirror on the dresser, she stopped 
and gasped. Her little nap in the sun had done wonders. Her skin was a 
deep golden tan. Somehow, she never burned even as fair as her complexion 
normally was. She stripped off the tiny bikini and gazed at her body as she 
ran her hands lovingly over her curves. 

The click of a door opening broke her out of her reverie. It was Jack 
coming out of the bathroom. Jack had gotten a good tan, too, but he wasn’t 
nearly as toasted as Erica. Actually, that wasn’t necessarily true. Jack was 
naked and she could see that his flaccid cock was the same golden brown 
that she was. Erica figured that the oil she had used had done its job. 

Moving behind her, Jack wrapped his strong arms around her and 
squeezed. Lovingly, he blew in her ear and kissed down the nape of her 


neck and across her shoulder. Erica shivered. Jack paused from his kissing 
and said, "What do you want to do tonight?" 

Erica caressed Jack’s muscular forearms. "Let's just go out to a club. 
We can drink and dance the night away!" 

Jack tightened his grip on her. She could feel his trouser snake nudge 
the crack of her ass. She pushed back and it slipped into her cheeks. It 
started to harden. Jack let go of her and stepped back. His hardening cock 
was waving from the air conditioning. He smiled. "While I would love to 
right now, hun, we can play later after we get back." 

Erica put on an act as if she were hurt. "Alright, I guess,"she said in 
mock grudging tones. 

Erica moved over to her suitcase and finished the unpacking job that 
she had stopped before. She lay out the outfit she was going to wear. It 
was a tight, white belly shirt with a pair of Daisy Dukes. No panties or 
bra, of course. As she was putting her clothes in the dresser drawers, she 
looked over at Jack. "Did you take a shower yet?" 

He answered, "I sure did. You really made a mess of me before. It’s all 
yours." 

She giggled as she passed him. She grabbed his cock and balls and 
tugged on them gently. "I know they are." 

She slithered and sashayed across the floor, mesmerizing him with her 
ass and hips. She entered the bathroom and closed the door. It was 
gorgeous! The bathroom had a wide, deep bathtub/ shower combo with 
golden faucets and handles. The odor of the complimentary soaps, lotions, 
and shampoos filled the room. Hanging on a hook by the tub was a loofa. 
While she didn’t really have time for a relaxing bath now, she’s certainly 
would take one later. Of course, she’d drag Jack into it too. There was 
nothing more romantic than a night in a bathtub together. 

She turned on the hot water and got the bathroom nice and steamy. 
Gingerly, she stepped over the side of the bathtub. A bottle of body wash 
was sitting on the ledge. She grabbed it and squeezed a liberal potion into 
her hands. Lathering her body wasn’t an easy job. Her boobs were so 
huge that sometimes she shrunk them down to make them easier to clean. 
She didn’t do that now though. The wash felt so good that she left her 
enormous rack just as it was. Lathered up, they looked like two giant 
bubbles on her body. 

She luxuriated in the shower for another fifteen minutes. Finally, she 
got out and toweled her off. The towel barely fit around her vast bosom. 
She looked in the mirror. The sun had bleached her hair an even whiter 
shade of blonde now. With her hair and her toned, tan skin, she really did 
look like some sort of goddess. 

Standing in front of the mirror, she did her hair and make-up. A 
lascivious shade of red accentuated her full, Cupid’s bow lips. Just a small 
touch of mascara brought out her light blue eyes. She was a vision. 








She grabbed the shirt that she had left lying on the bed. She pulled it 
over her head, being careful not to smudge her make-up or muss her hair. 
She struggled and struggled to get it over her ponderous pontoons. She 
growled in frustration. "Dammit!" 

Jack was quietly laughing at her as she wrestled with the shirt. Luckily, 
the shirt was covering her face and she couldn’t see his having fun at her 
expense. She stood up straight, and Jack noticed a rippling across her 
chest. Her boobs shrank and minimized to no bigger than honeydews. 
She pulled the shirt down over her now smaller breasts. 

She grabbed the shorts and pulled them on too. She bent over away 
from Jack to adjust her boobs in her shirt. As she jostled them around, Jack 
got a perfect look at her denim-covered ass. The shorts were cut so high 
that when she bent over, a plump pussy lip popped out. Erica didn’t care, 
though. All the more to tempt the boys, her mother always said. 

When Erica straightened back up, Jack noticed that she had expanded 
her boobs back to their normal size. The white cotton strained against the 
pressure from her jugs. Like in the bikini, her nipples and areola were 
clearly seen. Erica slipped on a pair of strappy sandals and examined Jack. 
He was dressed in a loud, blue Hawaiian shirt that had orange and yellow 
flowers all over it. The sleeves stopped just above his muscular biceps. 
Completing his outfit were a pair of white shorts that came to the middle of 
his calf and his favorite pair of Reeboks. She nodded imperceptibly as if 
she approved of his choice of outfit. They went out the door and rode the 
elevator down to the lobby. The bellboy from before was noticeably absent. 

Jack said to her, "I’ll check with the concierge about where to go. You 
go get us a cab." 

Erica said, "Okay,"and moved toward the doors. Every man and even 
some of the women couldn’t take their eyes off the curvaceous blonde 
with plenty of leg, cleavage, and even a hint of ass showing. 

Once outside, Erica raised her arm to hail a cab. The taxi that had been 
about to rocket past her slammed on the brakes, and the driver leapt out 
before the car even stopped. He ran over to her side of the cab and opened 
the door for her. She couldn’t help but notice that he rubbed up against her 
breasts as he moved past her to open the door. Erica went to enter the cab 
and grabbed his cheek. She pinched and shook it and smiled at him. "Aren’t 
you sweet?" 

She got in the cab, and he closed the door. He sprinted back to the 
driver’s seat. After he had gotten in, he turned to her and spoke directly to 
her breasts with a slight Mexican accent, "Where to, lady?" 

She arched her back and expanded her breasts another inch or too. She 
swore that she heard the seams of the shirt whine in protest. The driver’s 
eyes bugged out of his head and his jaw hit the back of the seat. He gulped 
hard, and his eyes never moved. 


"Well, my boyfriend and I,"at the mention of a boyfriend the driver 
visibly deflated, "wantto go somewhere that's fun where we can drink and 
dance." 

Her boobs got the information. "If you want to have fun, I can’t think 
of a better place than Captain Jack’s. It’s a huge bar that has something 
fun going on every night of the week. Last night was music and an oyster- 
eating contest. Tonight...,"he paused as his eyes drifted from her cleavage 
up to her eyes then back down to her swollen mounds, "...is wet T-shirt 
night." 

Erica clasped her hands in joy. She exclaimed, "That sounds like a hell 
of a lot of fun!" 

The cab driver turned around and went to pull out. He felt something 
on his shoulder. When he turned around, he saw nothing but cotton- 
smothered boobs. His nose was in Erica’s cleavage. "Wait a minute, "she 
said. "We have to wait for Jack!" 

The driver could barely talk with his face so close to her chest. He 
asked, "Who's Jack?" 

Just at that moment, the other driver’s side door opened and Jack got 
in. He noticed the driver’s face in his girlfriend’s cleavage but paid it no 
mind. "The concierge told me about this great place called Captain 
Jack’s,"he said. 

Erica laughed and in a sing-song voice said, "That’s just what this 
extremely helpful driver was just telling me." 

The driver inspected Jack. He seemed to take special notice of the 
rippling biceps that were straining the sleeves of Jack’s shirt. A flash of 
fear flew through his eyes. He hurriedly turned around and stood on the 
gas. The car bounded from the curb as he mumbled, "Cap’n Jack’s it is!" 

It turned out that he was stereotypical cab driver. He whipped the car 
around bends practically on two wheels. He passed other vehicles on two- 
lane streets. He sideswiped pedestrians. The force of inertia threw Erica 
deeply back into the cushions of the seats. Jack bounced against her 
pneumatic breasts. Finally, as quickly as they left the hotel, the driver 
screeched the taxi to a stop in front of the bar. 

Jack dug into his pockets and said to the driver, "Nice driving there, 
bud." He pulled a wad of American bills in a silver and turquoise money 
clip. Jack didn’t get his and Erica’s vacation money converted. He figured 
that American dollars would get them farther down here south of the border. 
Jack looked at the meter. He worked out the conversion rate and figured 
that the ride cost them about $12.00. He peeled a twenty out of the wad. 
The driver was turned around and couldn’t help but staring at Erica’s breasts 
even with her beefy boyfriend sitting right next to her. It was the effect 
Erica usually had. 

Jack pressed the twenty into the driver’s palm. That shook him out of 
his ogling. He threw the door open and jumped out. He hurried over 
Erica’s door and opened it for her. Erica gracefully slid out and gave him 








a deep passionate kiss. She could taste tequila and tobacco on his breath. 
Her gigantic boobs and hardening nipples bored holes into his chest. His 
penis sprung into an erection at light speed. She let go of him and walked 
bouncily away. Jack got out and followed her chuckling quietly to himself. 

Outside the club was a ropeline. It was well lit and led to an imposing 
steel door, flanked by two just as imposing Mexican musclemen. Both had 
dark black Fu Manchu moustaches and wore sunglasses. As Erica bobbled 
up to them, Jack could tell that they were mesmerized. She bobbled right 
past them through the door without either of them saying a word. The 
people who were standing in line started to yell in anger, but one of the 
bouncers turned to the crowd and growled, "Shut the hell up!" 

While the bouncers were yelling at the people in line, Jack snuck 
past them into the darkness behind the door. As soon as Jack crossed the 
threshold, he felt the thumping of music”s beat and the blast of heat coming 
from the gyrating, sweating bodies inside. Entering the main part of the 
club, he scoped out the scene. There was a long bar against one wall that 
was packed with party hoppers standing shoulder to shoulder. Against the 
opposite wall was a stage with a catwalk. The DJ was in one corner of the 
stage. The dance floor covered most of the space in between. He scanned 
the crowd looking for Erica. 

She was standing over at the bar. The people standing near her 
had given her a wide berth so that they could get a better look at her supple 
form. She was perched on the bar rail and was leaning over it, talking to 
the bartender. The bartender was leaning even closer to her so that he 
could hear her better. Jack wasn’t fooled. The bartender could have heard 
her perfectly fine. He just wanted to get a better view to ogle Erica and the 
twins. 

Rubbing her exposed cleavage against his arm slightly, she 
whispered her order in his ear. The bartender grabbed and slammed down 
a salt shaker, a lime, and a shot glass. He then turned around and grabbed 
a bottle of Jose Cuervo that was sitting behind the bar. Pouring her a shot, 
he smiled at her. He set the bottle next to the glass. Questioning, she said, 
"Leaving me the bottle?" 

He winked at her, the grin never leaving his face. He was obviously 
trying to get her drunk. 

Staring at him, she licked the skin between her fingers and thumb. 
As her long tongue caressed the flap, his mouth started to hang open. 
Methodically, and much longer than it should have taken her, she licked 
her hand and poured a little salt on it. The salt stuck like semen to fabric. 
Picking up a lime wedge with the same hand, she grabbed the shot with the 
other. Still staring at the bartender with the smoking ember of lust in her 
eyes, she licked the salt, shot the tequila, and shoved the lime in her mouth. 
The sexy look in her eyes never changed. 

While Erica was doing her first couple of shots, Jack was being 
ogled by some of the nubile young females in the club. One short, 


voluptuous brunette jumped into his arms and started to bounce and grind 
into him. She licked his neck and whipped her auburn tresses in his face. 
He carried her onto the dance floor. Joining them were three other ladies, 
a curvy latina and a pair of Asian twins. Jack set the brunette down. All 
three of the ladies were dancing and pushing their pelvises into him. The 
latina had a large, pillowy ass that was just the other side of being a "booty." 
Bending over in front of him, she worked it. He grabbed her wide hips and 
started thrusting, rubbing his crotch against her. The twins rubbed their 
small breasts up and down his arms, caressing his muscles. Much to their 
disappointment, the song was quickly over, and Jack took the momentary 
lull to break away from these ladies and make his way over to the bar. 

By the time he got there, Erica was on her sixth shot. A warmth 
suffused her entire body all the way from her platinum blonde hair down 
to her tanned toes. She was punching the bartender in the arm and laughing 
when Jack came over. She bent over towards Jack and said, "Jack! Honey! 
Where you been? I’m five ahead of you!" 

Jack held tight onto her to make sure that she didn’t fall over. Giggles 
were popping out of her causing her breast flesh to undulate. She got in 
his face. He could see his reflection in her glassy eyes. He put his strong 
hands on both her arms to steady her. Her breath was coming out of her 
raggedly. She gasped, "You have to catch up! I'll help!" 

She shook him off and starting wobbling. Her shaky hands grabbed 
the bar and started to lift her supple form onto the bar. She lay down on 
the bar. She hoisted her breasts. Flesh overflowed her hands. She took a 
deep, long lick of her cleavage and poured a sprinkle of salt in it then slid 
a wedge in there. Jack stood back and basked in the busty glory of his 
girlfriend writhing on the bar. Pouring himself a shot, Jack then rang his 
rough tongue along Erica’s sensitive skin. She shivered as Jack drank the 
shot. Burying his face deep into her cleavage, he grabbed the lime with 
his teeth and sucked. He kept his face buried and nuzzled in her immense 
bosom. Grabbing the back of his head, she pushed him in deeper, closed 
her eyes, and started to purr. 

Jack licked and nuzzled her breasts. She writhed under his 
ministrations. A giant breast smacked him on the side of the head. Stunned, 
he stood up. When he stopped pleasuring her she opened her eyes. Standing 
over her was the bartender. "Can I do a shot too?"he pleaded. 

Her answer was drowned out by a rhythmic thumping from the 
club’s speakers. A voice boomed. "IT’S THAT TIME, BOYS AND 
GIRLS!" 

Erica sat up in a flash. Considering the size of her breasts and the 
scope of her inebriation, it was a minor miracle she didn’t fall off the bar. 
There was confusion in her voice when she asked, "Time for what?" 

The bartender visibly deflated in disappointment. It had been a 
long time since he had gotten to do a body shot from such a huge set of 








melons. Dejectedly, he replied, "It’s time for our nightly wet t-shirt contest. 
Any girl in the club can enter." 

Excitement grew in Erica’s body, seemingly plumping up her 
breasts. She shouted, "Oh, yeah?" 

Leaping off the bar, she hit the ground with a resonant thud, causing 
her boobs to bounce up and down. She wobbled unsteadily on her feet but 
recovered quickly. The voice echoed from the speaker. "IT’S TIME FOR 
OUR NIGHTLY WET T-SHIRT CONTEST! ANY LOVELY LADY THAT 
WANTS TO SHOW US WHAT SHE’S GOT CAN COME ON DOWN 
TO THE DJ STAND AND ENTER THE INFAMOUS CAP’N JACK WET- 
SHIRT CONTEST!" 

Erica started to run toward the DJ stand. People that got hit by her 
swinging pendulums got knocked out of the way. Splinters went flying 
from demolished tables and chairs. Amazingly, she managed to get up to 
the DJ who just stood there, mouth agape, staring and her bouncing 
knockers. 

Erica was bent double over the DJ stand and gasped for breath, 
which made her boobs jiggle even more. Finally, she reared up and butted 
the DJ backwards with her jutting jugs. She shouted, red faced, "I want in 
the contest!" 

The DJ was picking himself up off the floor. Just as he was almost 
up, he banged his head against the underside of her hooters, which floored 
him again. Crawling out from under the footprint of her gigantic 
mammaries, he reached up, grabbed her pontoons, and pulled himself 
upright. She squealed but was otherwise to drunk to say anything. 

The DJ recovered his sense and said, "Well, young lady, here’s 
what you have to do. Sign this release form,"he handed her a form on a 
clipboard, "go in the back and put this T-shirt on,"he handed her an obviously 
too small T-shirt, "and wait for your name to be called. When it’s called, 
come on out shaking your moneymaker and we’ ll hose you down. Got it?" 

As she disappeared behind the curtain, Erica slurred, "Got it!" 

Erica ran backstage and stripped off her top. She pulled the T-shirt 
over her head and struggled and strained to get it even to her nipples. Taking 
a deep breath, she pulled and the shirt finally slid over her breast flesh. 
She let her breath out slowly knowing that if she just puffed, the shirt 
would tear in two. Running her hands down over her chest, she felt her 
nipples poking into the fabric. They were almost tearing through the soft 
cotton. She danced and gyrated around testing the limits that the shirt 
would hold her girth in. It did an admirable job considering this cheap 
white shirt wasn’t made to hold in the gargantuan boobs that it was now 
being asked to hold back. 

As Erica was getting ready, three more girls came back. Although 
they were nice looking girls, they couldn’t hold a candle to Erica. The 
biggest one was a C-cup at best. As they came through the curtain, they all 
stopped short and goggled at Erica and her pectoral tumescence. Erica 


grinned evilly and thrust her chest out. She heard a few of the seams pop. 
The T-shirt struggled to stay on. One girl timidly came over and lightly 
squeezed Erica’s sweater-strainers together. Erica moaned in pleasure. 
Dreamily, the girl said, "They’re so nice and firm!" 

One of the other girls came over and gave a squeeze too. Erica’s 
crotch started to moisten and her nipples harden. She pulled away. She 
couldn’t have her nips ripping through the shirt. The other girl just stood 
back and looked annoyed. She threw up her hands and yelled in annoyance, 
"How the hell am I supposed to compete with that?" 

All of sudden, Erica heard her name being called. She approached 
the curtain, leaned back and said to her, "It'll get better. Just wait and 
see!" 

Out on the stage, the speakers rumbled. "First up tonight is Erica! 
Erica is from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania where she's a freshman in high 
college. Her turn-ons are men with big muscles, big brains, and big cocks. 
Let's give Erica a big hand!" 

Dancing onto the stage, Erica strutted her stuff. Her big knockers 
were bouncing all over the joint. She was wiggling her ass too and reveling 
in the catcalls coming from the audience. She could barely make out Jack 
through glare of the spotlight on her, but from what she could see, he was 
beaming with pride. She gyrated her hips, which continued the jouncing 
of her chest. The announcer called out, "Should we hose her down now 
guys!" 

The roar from the audience was deafening. Erica saw two of the 
bouncers line up with Super Soakers pointed at her. She held out her 
hands and screamed, "NOOOOO!!!!" 

The silence that rolled over the crowd could have been cut with a 
knife. The announcer screamed into the microphone, "What the hell do 
you mean, no? You’re in a wet T-shirt contest honey!" 

Erica went over to the announcer and grabbed the mic. She stuck 
it in her cleavage, leaned into it, and said in a breathy voice "I know that, 
but I think I can do better than any measly hoses." 

The announcer grabbed the mic back and handful of breast with it. 
He said, "What did you have in mind?" 

Erica replied, "T11 show you." 

She strutted back onto the main part of the stage and yelled, "Put 
down the hoses boys!" 

Hypnotized by Erica’s massive mammaries, the men holding the 
hoses obeyed her commands. The crowd started to boo and hiss. Erica 
paid it no mind. She started to twist at the waist. Her breasts wobbled 
back and forth smacking into one another and ricocheting back. The 
audience fell dead silent in awe. Slowly, wet spots started to form on the 
shirt where Erica’s piercing nipples were. The wet stains started soaking 
the entire shirt as her jugs shimmied. As her shirt was soaking, twin jets of 
milk shot out through the shirt soaking the guys sitting in the front rows. 





Yelps of surprise echoed until they realized what was going on. Then, they hooted and 
catcalled twice as loud as before. 

Erica decided to turn it up a notch. Still shooting milk, she narrowed her eyes 
and concentrated. Before the audiences’ shocked, bulging eyeballs, Erica’s décolletage 
widened and lengthened. Her breasts swelled and expanded. It didn’t take much 
before her T-shirt, already straining and soaked through with milk, completely tore off 
and was hanging in tatters around her thickening melons. The spotlight glinted off her 
tanned jugs and made the milk shimmer. She grabbed hold of her lengthening nipples 
and squeezed them hard, firing the milk deeper into the audience. The guys, and even 
some girls, luxuriated in the lactose shower she provided. Her hands slipped off her 
nipples and under her breasts where she hoisted then up and presented them. The milk 
slowed to a trickle. 

The announcer took the momentary lull in the deluge to say, "What do you 
think guys? Do we need to see any more girls?" 

The roar from the crowd practically knocked Erica down. She squeezed her 
humongous breasts and the cacophony increased. The announcer said, "I think that 
does it!" 

He walked over to Erica and handed her a small trophy. It was ivory white 
topped by a golden woman lying prone. Her boob dwarfed her frame. 

Erica grabbed the trophy and held it in the air in triumph. The crowd was still 
cheering. In the shadows, she saw that Jack was clapping the hardest. His clapping 
wasn’t the only thing that was hard. Even in the darkness he was standing, she saw 
that his cock swell and strain against his pants. She licked her lips in lust. 

Standing next to Jack was the sinister-looking Hispanic porter. He was in the 
middle of drinking out of his mug of beer when Erica came on stage. As she put on her 
show, he sputtered beer all over the place. Even having seen her once hadn’t prepared 
him for the shock of Erica’s eminence. With the back of his hand, he wiped the beer 
off his greasy moustache. He looked over at Jack and inspected him head to foot. The 
man could tell that Jack was Erica’s boyfriend. While Erica’s show made every man in 
the bar hard, Jack was the hardest of them all. If the show had been any longer, Jack’s 
meat would have torn right through his pants. 

The man’s laser stare turned back to Erica’s triumph. As drunk, horny, and 
clueless as Erica was, she couldn’t feel the man’s penetrating gaze. The corner of the 
man’s moustache started to twitch as an oily smile slid across his face. The man threw 
a few bills on the bar to cover his tab then snuck outside. As he snuck out of the door, 
he examined his surroundings. No one was around. Everyone that had been outside 
had heard the commotion that Erica had caused and raced inside to see what was going 
on. Once he was sure no one was around, he pulled a small, black cell phone out of his 
pocket. He pressed two buttons to dial a saved number. He put the phone up to his ear 
and when the other line was answered, he was succinct. "I’ve found her." 

He closed the phone and slid it into his pocket. With a steady, purposeful 
stride, he walked past the bar and around the corner into an alley where a taxi was 
parked. He got in and started it up. The cab jolted out of the alley and the man 
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whipped it around the corner. Suddenly, he applied the brakes and stopped 
with a jolt right in front of the door to the bar. 

The door flew open and hit the wall with a loud bang. Clutched in 
Jack’s arms, Erica came stumbling out gripping her trophy. Her previously 
bare breasts were now barely corralled in an "I won the Cap’n Jack’s Wet 
T-shirt contest!"T-shirt. Large spots of wetness were forming around her 
nipples and spreading over her breasts. She was sufficiently inebriated 
that she couldn’t turn the milk off completely. 

Jack stumbling, too, managed to maneuver them both toward the 
cab. The Hispanic gentleman got out, ran around the taxi, and opened the 
door for them. Jack slurred a thank you, got Erica inside, then followed 
her in head first. He collapsed into her breasts. Sticking out his tongue, he 
collected some of the leaking milk and swallowed it with a smile. At this 
point, they promptly passed out. 

The Hispanic man rubbed his hands with glee. He slammed the 
door then bolted back to the driver’s side and with a screech of tires, zoomed 
off into the night. 

Jack awoke with a beam of light shining in his eyes. His head 
pounded like a jackhammer. "Ooof,"he grunted as he tried to sit up. He 
couldn’t. 

He opened his eyes completely and looked around at his 
surroundings. He was in a stone room of some kind lying on a dirt floor. 
He was naked except for a loincloth that didn’t really do that go of a job 
hiding his manhood. Accessorizing the loincloth was a set of heavy cuffs 
and leg irons. He shook out the cobwebs that his hangover had left in his 
head. 

He shouted, "What the hell is going on here!?" 

An animal skin curtain covered the door. It parted and let more 
light shine in. All Jack could see was a silhouette. The shadow was 
definitely a woman. She had curves the kind of curves Jan and Dean sang 
about. Entering the room, she knelt in front of him holding a water-filled 
bowl and a sponge. She was completely naked. Her breasts were average 
sized but stood out in front of her proudly. What made her breasts look 
bigger than they were was the fact that her waist was so narrow. Jack had 
to guess she was only 19 inches at the most. Curving out from the waist 
was a set of wide child-birthing hips that rounded back to a delicious, full 
bottom. She looked up at him with a set of piercing, gray eyes. In a 
halting voice that showed that English was not her native language, she 
questioned, "Are you OK?" 

Wetting the sponge, she started to caress his forehead. His headache 
immediately ceased. She wiped down his cheek and across his broad, 
muscular chest. Meekly, she bowed her head again and refused to look in 


his eyes. Jack peered down her cleavage. His cock started to stir. As it 
pushed up the flap of the loincloth, the girl bolted up and screamed, "Madre 
de dios!" 

Jack’s snake uncoiled itself and thickened. Dropping the bowl 
and sponge, she ran screaming out of the room. She didn’t close the curtain 
behind her though which enabled Jack to see more of the room he was in. 
Examining the walls, he noticed that there were drawings on them. 
Squinting his eyes to inspect them closer, he noticed the pictographs mostly 
seemed to be of huge busted women. There was one of a woman floating 
in mid-air. There was another of a woman shooting lightning bolts out of 
her nipples. Yet another had an image of a woman brandishing a whip. In 
every image, there were men bowing down to the woman. Once again, 
Jack said, "What the hell is going on here?" 

He rolled around on the ground testing the strength of the chains. 
Not a weak link in the bunch. He played with the chains and noticed that 
there was enough slack to enable him to stand up. He stood and leaned 
back, stretching out the kinks in his muscles. Leaning forward to stretch 
more, he noticed the light glinting off something in the doorway. Testing 
the chains, he found that there was just enough length for him to make it to 
the doorway. He kneeled on the ground and started to crawl. Getting to 
the chain’s limit, he started to stretch and felt the cold touch of the metal 
key on his fingertips. He grabbed it and pulled it toward him. The girl 
must have had it and dropped it when she ran out! He maneuvered his 
hands around and was able to unlock the hand cuffs. Then, he leaned over 
and unlocked the leg irons. Rubbing his wrists and ankles to get circulation 
and feeling back, he got ready to make a break for it. Not knowing what 
was outside made it tough, but he had to go for it. He had to get free, and 
he had to find out what happened to Erica. 

He sprinted out the door and came to a stop. His eyes scanning 
up, he realized where he was. He was in the fucking jungle! Spread out in 
front of him was some ancient Aztec city surrounded by the Yucatan jungle. 
The path that he was on led from the stone prison cell he was in to the steps 
of an Aztec pyramid that towered over the jungle. On the jungle breeze 
was a faint aroma. Jack didn’t know what it was, but it seemed to compel 
him to go toward the pyramid. He raced toward the steps and took them 
two at a time. All the while, he scanned and didn’t see anyone. Finally, he 
reached the top. He wasn’t even out of breath. Shooting up from the stone 
platform at the top of the pyramid was a chamber with a shadowed 
passageway that loomed in front of him. He approached the door carefully, 
still scanning. Taking a deep breath, Jack pushed on through the doorway. 
A gust of cold wind blew passed him as he entered the chamber. 


























The chamber wasn't nearly as cold as the wind. It was warmed and illuminated 
by sunlight that slipped through many holes in the ceiling and was reflected around by 
huge gold panels that hung on the walls. In the middle of the chamber sat a white gold 
throne. Perched on the throne, completely naked except for a gold and jewel encrusted 
headdress sat Erica. While her head lolled around with sleep, her breasts still stood 
high and proud. They rose and fell with Erica’s shallow breaths. "Has she been 
drugged?"Jack asked himself. 

Jack slowly approached the throne. Erica’s head bobbed as she snorted in 
slumber. He didn’t sense anyone around. Moving around to the side of the throne, he 
nudged Erica’s shoulder. She startled awake. 

Erica’s breasts bobbled in joy as she said, "Jack, oh my god! Thank god 
you’re here! I had no idea what happened to you!" 

She leaned forward to touch him and that’s when Jack realized that she was 
chained to the throne much like had been back in the cell. 

Jack tried to unlock the cuffs and irons that restrained Erica. "What’s going 
on Erica?" 

Erica spoke excitedly fast as she told Jack all she knew. "I woke up in a 
chamber with a warm bath. Three naked girls stripped me down and bathed me. They 
covered me in scented oils and placed this headdress on me. They weren’t speaking 
English. As they finished, a man in nothing but a leather loincloth came in and nodded 
his head. He barked out orders in that same strange language. The girls all hurried me 
in here and chained me to this throne!" 

During Erica’s story, Jack had tried the lock with the key. It didn’t work in 
any of them. He threw it down in disgust. "How long have you been like this?" 

Erica contemplated. "I guess a few hours." 

Echoes of approaching people murmured down the corridor behind the throne. 
Jack seethed through clenched teeth, "Shit!" 

Erica looked at Jack with desperation in her eyes. "Jack, you can’t stay here, 
they’ll capture you again! Get out of here! Save yourself!" 

Jack’s head whipped all around the room as he looked for a place to hide. The 
sounds were getting closer. Near one corner, one of the gold panels had fallen to the 
ground and was leaning against the wall. Jack raced over to the panel and dove behind 
1t just as he heard several people enter the room. Peeking around the panel, he saw six 
men and three women. 

The three women looked similar to the one that Jack had met in his prison. 
They looked somewhat older, which meant their skin was an ever deeper burnished 
bronze. They lined up behind the men who had gathered in front of Erica. Standing at 
attention, their enormous breasts created large shadows on the ground. Each of the 
stupendous, jutting mammaries leaking milk. The rest of each of their bodies was 
curvy, but tight. Jack could feel his member start to harden. Looking down at his 
crotch, he whispered, "Not now!" 

As for the men, they all wear leather loincloths like the one he had on. The 
only exception was the one guy who looked like the leader. He was older than the rest. 
Jack would have pegged his age in his mid-40’s. He had a large colorful headdress 





that perched on his skull. It was matched by a coat of multi-colored that 
was draped around his muscular form. He stood directly in front of Erica. 
The other men seemed to defer to the leader. Three of them carried drums 
in front of them that were attached to leather straps that rode across their 
broad shoulders. The other three carried nothing. 

Erica struggled with her bonds. They didn’t give. Looking the 
leader in the eyes, she pleaded, "Who are you? Why am I here? What do 
you want with me?" 

The priest's voice had a slight British accent which belied the dark 
hue of his skin. "Iam Mola-Rom, high-priest of the Aztecs, worshipper of 
Titomamcoatl, great Goddess of Fertility. My servants brought you here 
because you are the reincarnation of our great Goddess. You will be 
prepared to take your place as the Divine Being of our tribe." 

Erica looked confused. "Divine being? You mean you want to 
make me your god?" 

Mola-Rom nodded his head. "That is correct, Goddess. When 
you shed your white-man identity and become our Titomamcoatl, you will 
help usher in a new era of greatness for my Aztecs. Now, it is time to begin 
the first Rite of Ascension." 

Mola-Rom stepped back from the throne. The men arranged 
themselves in a U-shaped formation around Erica. They alternated man 
with a drum, man without a drum. The women spread themselves around 
the room, leaving a milky trail behind them. 

Mola-Rom reached under his robe and pulled out a rod that was 
twice the length of his arm. It looked like it was made of gold topped with 
golden sphere with a protuberance in the middle. Raising it high in the air, 
he started shouting in a strange language and shaking the rod. The shouts 
turned to some kind of chant as he started to dance. The woman arrayed 
around the room joined him in dancing, their jugs bouncing and shaking 
all over the place. As the beat of the chant increased, huge jets of milk shot 
from their nipples. As the women gyrated, they became moving fountains 
of milk. 

It wasn’t long before the drummers started drumming taking the 
chanting and chanting to a new crescendo. The other three men stood still. 
As the beat increased in rhythm and volume, Jack noticed Erica starting to 
squirm and whimper. All of a sudden, she threw her head back and 
screamed. Her breasts jutted out in front of her. They filled her lap. 

Jack was about to charge out and help Erica in any way he could 
when she stopped screaming. Looking at her closely, Jack noticed 
something strange. It was her breasts! As big as Erica was, she was getting 
bigger! Her tanned flesh rippled as her bosom stretched. They had been a 
three-quarters of a foot in front of her, but they were far past that now. 
Erica’s head whipped from leaning back to leaning forward. Her chin 
bumped against her ever increasing breast flesh. The bigger they got, the 
more Jack could tell that they were growing. With each beat of the drum, 


they expanded further. Erica’s breasts heaved with the deep gulps of breath 
she was taking. They shivered with her exertion and fear. 

Jack stared at Erica's breasts with rapt attention. He had never 
seen Erica so huge. Of course, Erica had some uncanny ability to increase 
and decrease her bust size, but with him, she had never gone beyond an 
HH or II cup with him. She was far beyond that now. Her massive 
mammaries were now the size of beanbag chairs as they swallowed up her 
lower body. 

Jack was paying so much attention to Erica that he didn’t see what 
the non-drummers were doing. They approached Erica closer, well as 
close as they could get because of her mountainous breasts. Each of their 
loincloths had slid away because of foot-long prongs that erupted from 
between their legs. Each of the men had wrapped their meaty hands around 
their surging pricks and started to masturbate in rhythm with the drums 
and chants. The men had their eyes closed but were still able to rub their 
apple-sized cockheads on Erica’s billowing bosom. Wet, sticky streams 
of precum slathered her melons. The men increased their masturbation as 
they and the entire ceremony built to a climax. 

Mola-Rom jumped up in the air and landed between the three 
masturbators. Throwing his arms up in the air, his robe parted and revealed 
a dick that was even bigger and harder than the three belonging to the 
three acolytes. He thrust his arms up in the air, chanting louder and louder 
as Erica’s breast flesh crept closer and closer to his dong. All of a sudden, 
he dropped the scepter, grabbed a hold of his prong, and jacked it precisely 
once. Letting out a cacophonous scream, he and the other acolytes climaxed. 
Huge ropes of creamy white cum blasted from their cocks. The chants and 
the drums died as the men’s cock blasted shot after shot of semen onto 
Erica’s vast quaking bosom. Amazingly, the copious amount of cum didn’t 
hit anywhere but her breasts. Her jugs were covered with man-slime. Jack 
also noticed her breasts rippling again as they started to shrink back down 
to size. Erica’s head lolled insensately around on her neck. She obviously 
was barely lucid at this point. 

Bending over to pick up his staff, Mola-Rom turned to the acolytes 
and said, "The first step is complete." Whirling around on the ball of his 
feet, he swept back to the door, the acolytes running to keep up with him. 
Erica still looked stunned. 

Jack waited a few minutes to make sure the Aztecs were gone. He 
slipped out from under the panel and ran up to Erica. He cupped her face 
in his hands and stroked her hair lovingly. Luckily, Erica’s bosom has 
shrunk down enough that he was able to get close to her. Her breasts were 
still larger than before, but not immobilizing. Caressing Erica’s cheeks, 
Jack whispered to her, "Erica, are you there? Stay with me, Erica!" 

Erica’s head shook violently as she emerged from her stupor. She 
looked at Jack like she didn’t recognize him. Finally, the random thoughts 
in her head clicked into place and she whispered, "Jack?" 








Speaking her tenderly, Jack whispered back, "Yes, it’s me, honey. 
Are you OK?" 

Erica was becoming more coherent with each passing moment. 
"Yes, Pm OK." 

Looking down at her now larger cum-covered boobs, she 
questioned confusedly, "Why am I covered in cum?" 

Cupping her chin, he forced her to look him in the eyes. "What do 
you remember?" 

Still staring into his eyes, her look became more vacant as she 
thought, "I remember that Mola-Rom guy come in with those men and 
naked women. I remember him telling me that I was a reincarnated sex 
goddess. I remember the women dancing and Mola-Rom chanting. I 
remember hearing the drums starting, but then I must have blacked out 
because that’s all I remember." 

Her voice took on a scared child-like quality. "What happened, 
Jack?" 

Jack made sure his voice was soothing, "Well, after the drums 
started, your breasts started to grow..." 

"On their own?"Erica interrupted. That had never happened before. 

"Yes, on their own. They kept growing and growing. They were 
bigger than bean bag chairs. Then, Mola-Rom and three of the other stood 
in front of you and spooged all over your tits." 

Wonder beamed in Erica’s eyes. "Bean bag chairs? Wow, I thought 
I'd never be that big again!" 

It was Jack’s turn to be confused. "What do you mean again?" 

Erica told Jack, "Well, when I first found out that I could increase 
my bust and produce milk, [experimented with my abilities. I made myself 
so huge that I couldn’t even move. I was like a giant blob of breast. Momma 
saw me. I could tell it turned her on because I saw a wet spot on her 
shorts..." 

It was now Jack’s turn to interrupt. "Erica, I don’t think any of this 
matters right now. We have to focus on getting the hell out of here because 
they complete this ‘Rite of Ascension’, whatever that is." 

Fear took hold of Erica’s features. "How ARE we going to get out 
of here? You tried that key and it wouldn’t work." 

Taking his eyes off of Erica and staring down the hallway that 
Mola-Rom came from, he replied, "Maybe I can find a key that works or 
some kind of weapon to break your bonds." 

Shivering with fear in his hands, Erica took great gulps of air. The 
deep breaths seemed to calm her. The shaking stopped and she looked at 
Jack with renewed strength in her eyes. "That sounds like a good idea,"she 
said. "Just hurry!" 


Jack stood up and just before he took off down the hallway, Erica 
tugged on his loincloth. Crouching down in front of her, he asked, "What 
is it?" 

Struggling with her bonds, Erica leaned forward as far as she could. 
Jack could feel Erica’s enormous boobs press into his chest just before her 
full lips pressed against his. Giving him a deep, passionate kiss, she pulled 
away and purred, "For luck." 

Standing up again, Jack rearranged his loincloth to try to hide the 
massive erection that was now threatening to burst through his barely- 
there clothes. Erica’s touch always had this effect on him. 

Throwing a cocky smile back at Erica, Jack said, "Don’t worry 
about it, hun. I’ve got it covered." 

Erica’s sex drive had complete overcome her fear. She leered 
hornily and wantonly at Jack’s barely clothed, hardening erection and 
purred, "I believe in you." 

Jack bolted toward the corridor and took off down it at fast trot. 
He knew that while time was of the essence, it was also imperative that he 
try to find something to help without getting caught. Luckily, he had been 
sneaking into the bedrooms of young women ever since his private parts 
had swelled to their currently horse-like size. He had stopped after he met 
Erica since Erica’s mother Janet didn’t mind him bedding her voluptuous, 
Amazonian daughter, and Erica’s father was always away on business so 
he was relatively clueless about the whole thing. He probably wouldn’t 
have minded anyway. Not only that, but Erica was so voracious sexually, 
that he sometimes had a hard time keeping up with her. Even though he 
hadn’t had cause or want to sneak into a young women’s bedroom in a few 
years, he still had the requisite stealthy skills to sneak around and not get 
caught. 

Making his way down the corridor, the left wall abruptly vanished, 
turning into a handrail and opening up onto a large meeting room below. 
Jack crouched behind the rail and peered over the edge. From what Jack 
could see, there was a large stone table in the middle of the room. The 
design in the middle of the table was of a hugely breasted Aztec woman 
made of gold. The woman looked in the throes of pleasure as her boobs 
swelled in front of her. Sitting around the table in various types of wicker 
chairs sat Mola-Rom and the male acolytes from the Ascension Rite from 
before. 

"Everything is proceeding as planned,"Mola-Rom lectured to the 
acolytes. "The white girl is now beginning her first steps toward becoming 
the re-birth of Titomamcoatl on Earth. Even now her bosoms flow and 
swell with the power of life. Soon, she will become Titomamcoatl and 
then we can take our first steps toward repopulating our peoples and 
showing this world that it is we, Aztecs, who rule." 

Meekly, one of the acolytes asked, "How do we do that? How can 
the busty white girl help us?" 








Sternly, Mola-Rom stared at the questioner with annoyance. The 
acolyte shrunk down in his seat. "Obviously, you have not kept up with 
your teachings,"Mola-Rom said. "It is written that when Titomamcoatl is 
reborn, she will become mother to us all. When the white girl becomes 
Titomamcoatl, I, and other tribal leaders, will start inseminating her with 
our seed. As a reborn goddess, she will be fertile enough that she will be 
able to produce child after child rapidly. Since the children will be half- 
divine, the gestation period should only last a couple weeks. The girl will 
swell with our seed and give us many, many children. With her inflated, 
godly bosom, she will nurse our heirs with her breast nectar, imbuing them 
with her divinity and making them extraordinarily strong. Within less 
than a year, we should have enough able-bodied demigod warriors to take 
back the power and prestige that had been ours up until the time of that 
devil, Cortes." 

The questioning acolyte obviously knew better than to ask another 
question. The rest of them hadn't been as cowed so another spoke up, 
"How many warriors can she produce for us?" 

Mola-Rom apparently didn’t think this was as ridiculous a question. 
"She won’t be producing just warriors for us. She is a goddess. They will 
be nothing less than great general-priests to lead our armies. She won’t be 
the only one producing warriors for us. All of the women of our community 
are expected to breed and reproduce. What we will do is take those non- 
divine children and give them to the Goddess to nurse. The nectar from 
her heavenly bosom will still imbue those children with strength and 
resilience. The Goddess’ own children will then lead these ‘normal’ children 
as our army." 

Jack sat down on the floor of the hallway in shock. They were 
going to turn Erica into nothing more than a baby and milking machine? 
While the through of Erica with the bloated belly and boobs of a pregnant 
woman was somewhat exciting, he knew that that sounded like a horrible 
fate for anyone, especially his girlfriend. He had to find a way to get them 
out of here. 

Resuming his stealthy crouch, he made his way further down the 
corridor. The railing ended and the hallway continued on with rooms on 
either side. Jack surreptitiously approached the doorway on the right. He 
peered inside. The room was dark, except for a flicking candle sitting on a 
wooden table next to a straw mat on the floor. Throwing dim light around 
the room, Jack was startled when the light caressed the nubile form of a 
young Aztec woman who was staring at him. Opening her mouth, she was 
about to scream, but Jack dove toward her and grabbed her with his strong 
arms. Clamping a meaty paw over her mouth he seethed in her ear, "Don’t 
say a word." 

He spun her around and placed a bulging bicep around her neck, 
all the while keeping his hand over her mouth. She never fought back. He 


whispered into her ear, "I’m not going to hurt you. If I let you go, will you 
promise not to scream?" 

Nodding her head, Jack realized that, luckily unlike the girl he had 
met before, she must speak English. Letting her go, she kept her promise. 
She stepped away from him which gave Jack a good chance to check her 
out. She was the same bronze shade as most of the other people he had 
seen around here. 

Standing at only average height, nothing else about her was average. 
Her waist was sucked in which only made her boobs and bottom, both 
fleshy and full, look even bigger in comparison. Her breasts looked like 
great torpedoes billowing from her chest topped with wrinkly brown nipples. 
Her rear end blew out from the rest of her body like an obscene russet 
colored bubble. Long, straight black hair barely covered this perfect sphere 
of an ass and watery gray eyes shown in the darkness even without the 
candle light flickering over them. In a halting, panicked voice, she asked, 
"Who are you?" 

Closing the distance she had opened between them, he replied, 
"I’m one of the people you captured, and I know what your plans are." 

Surprised, she asked another question. "You do?" 

Anger was creeping into his voice which was causing her to try to 
get away from him again. "Yes, I do. I heard your priest and his acolytes 
talking all about it." 

He had her backed against the wall standing on her straw mat. 
Plopping down on to it caused her boobs to jiggle. He figured with the 
extra padding she was carrying in the back, she could plop onto cold, hard 
concrete and not feel it. Sighing, she said, "It is a stupid plan." 

Jack was taken aback. "You mean that not all of you people are 
into this whole ‘rebirth of Titomamcoatl’ thing that Mola-Rom was ranting 
about?" 

Pulling up her knees close to her and squeezing her bosom against 
her chest, Jack tried not to notice the breast flesh that tried to ooze out the 
sides. She replied, "No, not all of us are. While some of us do believe in 
Titomamcoatl, we also don’t believe that she can be born in human form." 
A smile slid across her lips as she continued, "Of course, if she could, she 
would probably be your girlfriend. I've never seen a woman like her 
before." 

Thoughts of Erica raced through his mind. Like always, these 
thoughts caused a stirring in his loins. His penis lengthened and thickened 
so quickly, and he was standing so close to the young woman, that the 
plum-sized head of his cock struck her right in the chin. Her head ricocheted 
against the stone wall. She yelped, "Ouch!" Jack got down on his knees 
and said, "Oh, I’m so sorry. It does that whenever I think of Erica. It’s like 
it has a mind of its own." 

Rubbing the back of her head, she laughed, "It’s all right. It’s not 
like it’s the first I’ ve been whacked in the face by a huge cock." 





Reaching over to help rub the back of her head, Jack felt something. There 
was a rubbing somewhere else too. Looking down, he saw the woman’s delicate fingers 
rubbing his hard cock. Shock took hold of his features as he saw the lust in hers. She 
drew his cock between her ample cleavage and rubbed it on either one of her bountiful 
tits. 

He shouldn’t have been surprised by this. As Erica was a walking, talking 
wet-dream. Jack was the same thing to the opposite sex. Of course, in his case, "wet"had 
a little bit of a different meaning. It just seemed like any woman he was around had a 
hard time keeping their hands off of him. They always wanted to rub his hard muscles 
or his hardening love muscle. They always wanted him to spurt his seed into their 
mouths or deep into their pussies or cleavage. Jack couldn’t explain it. It was a gift. 

The woman drew his mighty pecker through her cleavage and closer to her 
mouth. She swallowed his girth deeply into her mouth. "Man, this girl’s almost as 
good as Erica!"thought Jack. 

Jack looked down at the cock-sucker. "What’s your name?"he asked. 

Speaking through a mouthful of cock, she managed to sputter out, "Carmelita." 

Carmelita caressed Jack’s cock with her tongue, licking it all over. All the 
time, she stroked and squeezed her enormous bosom. She started to moan and the 
sounds caused his penis to vibrate which created amazing erotic sensations the entire 
length of his shaft. If she was going to keep this up, it wasn’t going to be long before 
he blew. 

Taking his penis deeper and deeper into mouth, it wasn’t long before he felt 
the head hit the back of her throat. Like the parting of the Red Sea, her throat opened 
to accept his dong. Jack looked down and could see her neck bulging with the amount 
of meat that Carmelita was taking into it. It didn’t seem to cause her any discomfort at 
all. If anything, she squeezed her boobs and pinched her nipples even harder in ecstasy. 

Groaning in exquisite pleasure, Jack felt his tennis ball testicles start to tighten. 
The only words he could say were, "Oh my God!" 

She pulled him out of her mouth like a knight drawing his sword and jacked 
him a few times. "Cum on my boobies, my lord, CUM ON MY BOOBIES!"she 
screamed. 

His scream joined hers as he entered one of the most powerful orgasms he 
ever knew. A great geyser of semen shot all over her caramel melons. Fountains of 
cum poured out of his hard dispenser. Wave after wave of semen sprayed forth and it 
was showing no sign of ending. Amazingly, Carmelita caught all of the cum on her 
vast bosom. Soon, semen started to just drip out of Jack’s penis and his orgasm was 
over. Jack collapsed from the relief he felt. Landing next to her, he leaned against the 
wall. Not taking his eyes off of her, he watched as she kept caressing her fuck pillows. 
She rubbed and massaged the cream deep into her breasts. Thinking that it might be a 
trick of the light, Jack was amazed when her boobs started to glow with some kind of 
inner radiance. 

The glow increased as Jack noticed that her boobs were getting bigger. They 
swelled and plumped with each rub in of semen that she did. Soon, she had massaged 
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in all the cum and her boobs seemed half again as big as before. Stunned 
he, muttered "What just happened? Why am I here?" 

Carmelita was humming to herself and kneading her bosom before 
she answered. "There is a myth amongst my people that there are men, 
who are not Aztec, but who partake of our air and water, and are gifted 
with such fertility that they can literally pass this fertility amongst others. 
You were probably grabbed along with your girlfriend just because you 
were with her. It's just a happy coincidence that you are also one of these 
men. Your semen alone would guarantee me the power I would need to 
overthrow the tyranny of Mola-Rom." 

Jack gasped. "What? I can't stay here! You can't keep us here 
against our will!" 

A sigh of resignation escaped from Carmelita’s lips. "I know. It 
would be wrong. That is why I will help you escape." 

Rummaging around in the straw mat, she drew out a set of keys. 
"Most of use are not from around here. We are all descendants of Aztecs 
who have embraced their culture, moved back to this village, and would 
like to see it thrive again. Mola-Rom and the others have started this 
community in order to embrace our roots and culture and use it for conquest. 
Some of us just want our rightful place amongst civilizations. Now, there 
are two keys on here that will help you." She held up a silver car key. 
"This is the key to my Range Rover. It is kept in a shed near the hut where 
you were kept. It will help you escape through the jungle back to Cancun." 
Holding a strange looking gold key, she continued, "And this is the key 
that will help you unlock your girlfriend’s bonds. After you escape in my 
car, you can find some clothes in the back that will help you maintain some 
propriety when you get back to the coast. T’ll give you these keys and help 
you escape under one condition." 

Jack had already grabbed hold of the keys. Warily, he asked, "What 
is it?" 

Carmelita replied, "I still wanted to take advantage of your,"her 
eyes slinked down to his crotch, "gifts. I want you to leave me a small 
‘token’ of your appreciation, if you know what I mean." 

Tugging the keys out of her grasp, Jack shot at her, "Yeah, I think 
I get it. All right, I agree. How do you want to do this?" 

Reaching over to the small table with the candle, Jack saw 
Carmelita’s hand enter the shadows. It came back holding a clay jar topped 
by a lid. She thrust it into Jack’s beefy hands. Grinning mischievously, 
she said, "Here you go!" 

He grasped the jar in his hands and stared down at it. He 
exasperated, "All right!" 

Sitting down on the ground spread eagle, Jack set the jar between 
his legs. Carmelita mirrored his actions across from him. Sitting down on 
her pillowy ass, she spread her legs and exposed a pair of plump pussy 
lips. Beads of wetness shined on her labia. Looking down at her cunt, she 


spread her lips with two of her fingers and started rubbing. Looking back 
up at Jack, her tongue slithered across her lips like a snake leaving a faint 
trace of moisture. She closed her eyes as she plunged a finger deep into 
her steaming gash. Carmelita’s self-pleasuring was having its desired effect. 
Jack’s ponderous prong rose from between his legs like a rocket blasting 
off. The great trouser python uncoiled and thickened as it grew. By the 
time Carmelita started rubbing one of her supple breasts and tugging on 
her turgid nipple, Jack had his meaty paws wrapped around his cock and 
was Starting a steady stroking rhythm. 

"That's it. Stroke that big cock. Give me cream to pump up my 
titties, big man,"Carmelita encouraged in a sexy growl. 

Carmelita was furiously fucking herself with her fingers and 
playing with her large, sensitive breasts. Whimpers of pleasure were 
escaping her sexy mouth. Her fingers and Jack’s fist were both rubbing 
and stroking in rhythm. Beads of pre-cum were flowing from Jack’s cock 
as droplets of wetness hit the floor under Carmelita. She purred again, 
"Cum for me. Cum for me." 

Her encouragement was quickly becoming a chant. Between 
groans of ecstasy, she would say, "Cum for me.” Jack said nothing at all, 
except grunt from the exertion of pumping his fists fast and hard on his 
cock. All of a sudden, his body spasmed, his head kicked back and his 
cock shot up in the air. Carmelita, with a speed belying her voluptuousness, 
pulled her fingers out of her twat and dove for the jar. She grabbed it with 
one hand and his cock with the other. He roared in bliss as she jacked his 
dick a couple of times and wrestled to get the hard member pointed toward 
the mouth of the jar. Jack’s body spasmed again as a great glob of cum 
burst from his plum-colored cock head and landed in the jar. The erection 
jerked and pulsed as it unloaded in the jar. Soon, the orgasm slowed to a 
trickle. Carmelita sat the jar down on the ground and ran one of her long, 
delicate fingers and the slit in Jack’s cock head. She collected a huge gob 
of cum on her finger and slathered it onto her heaving chest. Putting her 
hands on either side of her orbs, she squeezed her boobs together and 
starting rubbing in the leftover semen. Like before, Carmelita’s breasts 
glowed with an inner light and the supple flesh started to ripple as it 
stretched. Breast flesh overflowed Carmelita’s hands. Screaming in sexual 
gratification, Carmelita came. A gush of female ejaculation sprayed from 
her boiling pussy all over the floor. Collapsing on the ground, she continued 
squeezing her new jiggling breasts. Finally, she let go of her breasts which 
bounced and bobbled seemingly with a mind of their own. 

Reaching for the jar with most of Jack’s semen in it, she set the top 
onit. She got up and walked over to the candle still flickering on the scene 
of sexual fulfillment in front of it. Running her finger around the small 
dish of the candleholder, she gathered a dollop of liquid wax on her finger. 
Surprisingly, she showed no discomfort handling the hot wax. Smearing 








the wax around the lid of the clay jar, she effectively sealed the semen 
inside the jar until she was ready to use it. 

While Carmelita was finishing her little canning project, Jack had 
gotten up and straightened himself out. Just as he was about to bolt from 
the room, Carmelita grabbed one of his steel-like biceps, pulled him back, 
and turned him around. Pressing her mountainous melons into his chest, 
he could feel her still turgid nipples practically burning brands into his 
pecs. She wrapped her lithe arms around his neck and pulled him even 
closer, smothering his lips with her plush ones. Giving him a deep kiss, 
she then pulled away and said, "For luck." 

As he turned around, she gave him a playful swat on his tight, 
muscular ass. He gave her a big grin, raised the keys, and mouthed the 
words, "Thanks!"as he jogged down the corridor. 

"Mmmmm, mamma, mmmmm, mmmmm, mmmmm,"Carmelita 
hummed to herself as she hid Jack’s potent seed in the straw of her mat. 
Soon, she would be ready to use it to make certain that her tribe wasn’t led 
by some deluded megalomaniac. 

As usual, the trip Jack made back toward the throne room was a lot 
faster than it had been heading away. Within only a few minutes, Jack was 
back and facing Erica. Dozing lightly, Erica’s vast bosom had become 
vaster while Jack was gone. It surged, shook, and trembled from Erica’s 
breathing. Jack assumed that Mola-Rom and his cronies had been in here 
again to perform another "Rite of Ascension." Currently, Erica’s mighty 
mammaries approached gargantuan proportions. Her tanned flesh stretched 
taut. Almost twice the size of basketballs, Jack figured any boobs that big 
would sag. These didn’t. They were firm, yet supple. Jack reached out to 
touch them and could feel heat radiating off of them. Mouth agape in awe, 
Jack knew he had never seen Erica so huge before. If he believed her, and 
he did, she had been that huge and even bigger, but he had never seen it. 
Man, he couldn’t wait to get her the hell out of this jungle and have some 
fun with those fuck-pillows. Knowing Erica, she couldn’t wait to have fun 
with them too. 

Nudging her gently, Jack awakened Erica. She snorted as she 
aroused from slumber. Groggily, she questioned, "Jack?" 

Stroking her cheek tenderly, Jack replied, "Yes, honey. I’m back." 

Erica ejaculated, "Oh, Jack! They were here again! They made 
me huge again! I shrunk back down, but I’m still huger than I ever usually 
am!" She thrust out her colossal orbs for emphasis. 

Jack reached down and unlocked Erica’s bonds. "Don’t worry 
about it now. Let’s just get out of here." 

Erica stood up in a burst of released energy, but almost toppled 
back down due to the weight of her newly enhanced chest and the stiffness 
of muscles that had been tied down for the past few hours. Catching her, 
Jack eased her back onto the throne and lectured her, "Take it easy, take it 
easy." 


Erica was bubbling with emotion. Throwing her arms around him 
in a big hug, she said, "Oh, Jack, I’m so glad you're back!" 

Stretching his arms as wide as he could, he still had a hard time 
wrapping them around her because of her new girth. He tried the best he 
could before he stated, "Listen, Erica. We need to get out of here. Now!" 

Pulling her to her feet, she seemed more steady than she did before. 
Holding her hand tightly, he pulled her behind him as they ran to the door 
of the throne room. Erica was still having trouble making her way around 
from the jostling and jiggling of her boobs, but being the trooper she was, 
she kept up with Jack. They burst from the chamber onto the top landing 
for the steps. The bright, direct sunlight was a change from the warm, 
gentle glow the gold panels reflected, and they both had to use their free 
hands to cover their eyes as they made their way down the steps. By this 
time, Erica was struggling even more to make it, and Jack had to pick her 
up and carry her along with path through the middle of the village. Erica 
was noticeably heavier than before. Jack counted his blessings that he 
lifted weights everyday. Surprisingly, they saw no one from the village 
and managed to make it to the prison unmolested. Just as Jack saw the 
shed that Carmelita had mentioned, he heard scuffling behind him. Craning 
his head around, a whistling whizzed passed his ears. "What the hell was 
that,"he yelled! 

Erica screamed, "Jack! Look!" 

Running toward them were Mola-Rom and the acolytes. They all 
carried tubes that they put up to their lips and blew. Blow-guns, obviously, 
Jack thought. Lord only knows what the darts were tipped with. Still 
carrying Erica, Jack managed to dodge the darts and make it into the shed. 
Juggling Erica around, he managed to get the passenger side door open. 
Jack threw Erica ungraciously into the passenger seat where she landed 
with a grunt and a lot of jouncing. Jack ran around the Range Rover and 
dove in just as ungraciously and with a grunt, but no jouncing. Thrusting 
the key into the ignition, Jack thanked whatever deity was looking over 
them when the vehicle’s engine turned over without a problem. Jack threw 
the SUV into gear, and it jumped out of the shed like a fox during a hunt. 
Holding tightly onto the wheel, Jack turned the wheel as the vehicle turned 
onto the main path that led up to the temple. Mola-Rom and his men were 
still running toward the shed hoping to capture their Goddess-on-Earth 
and her infidel boyfriend. Gunning the engine, the Range Rover leapt 
towards the pursuing Aztecs. Realization and fear hit Mola-Rom 
simultaneously as he dove out of the way of the luxury SUV of Death. 
The acolytes quickly followed suit as they leapt into the plants, flowers, 
and trees of the jungle. 

Jack maneuvered the SUV toward a wider path that opened up 
behind the pyramid. The vehicle shot down the path as it four-wheeled 
down the uneven dirt road. The vehicle and Erica’s inflated bosom bounced 
in unison. Looking in the rear-view mirror, she saw the pyramid and the 








Aztecs retreat behind her. Letting out a huge sigh of relief caused her orbs 
to quake even more. "Thanks God!"she exasperated. 

Jack sighed too. He sometimes thought that they were never going 
to make it out of there. Keeping one eye on the road, and one lustful eye 
on Erica's blown-up boobies, he said, "I think as soon as we get back to 
Cancun, we should pack up and head home." 

Erica turned and smiled. She knew he wasn't talking to her. "That 
sounds good, and Jack?"she paused. 

"Yeah?"Jack replied finally looking her in the eyes. 

"Next year, Spring Break in Florida? Worst thing we’ll run into 
there are mosquito’s the size of VW Beetles." 

They both started laughing as the Range Rover tore through the 
jungle toward safety, civilization, and no one who wanted to deify American 
citizens into fertility goddess. 


THE END 


